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His knife see rustic labour dight,

An' cut you up wi' ready slight,
Trenching your gushing entrails bright,

Like onle ditch ;
And then, O what a glorious sight,

Warm-reekin, rich!

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive,
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive.
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyve

Are bent like drums;
Then auld guidman, maist like to ryve,

Bethankit hums.

Is there that o'er his French ragout^
Or olio that wad staw a sow,
Or fricassee wad mak her spew

WI5 perfect sconner.
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu* view,
On sic a dinner ?

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,
As feckless as a wither'd rash,
His spindle shank a guld whip-lash,
His nieve a nit;

Thro' bloody flood or field to dash,
O how unfit!
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